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SELLING ENTIRE LOT — SAVINGS TO 60% ! 

Out they go — every ring In jtock — at the incredibly low price of 1,98 
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of design! Alt are Simile stones, quality made in Europe! 
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money comes back! RUSH ORDER TODAY with thin strip of paper to 
show ring si». Get several for gifts whit* this a mating offer holds 
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THE THING 




<&<CE UPON A TIME THERE WAS A UTTLE GIRL. NAILED 
AtXE. ALICE HAD EVERYTHING SHE WANTED. BUT ALICE WAS 
A SPOILED BPATJ ALICE WAS A QGMOAI 



GET OUT .' LEAVE WE ALONE. GOVERNESS! TAKE THOSE 
5 UPlO FAIRY TALES AWAY AND LEAVE ME ALOME i 



I HATE THESE SILLY CHILDSEN'5 SOCKS'. I HATE '£Yl .' 

mate -sw ,' >/4re '<£/w .' 




THE THING 



•^JND THEN, AFTER TEARING UP TWO 
DOZEN BEAUTIFUL BOOKS , LITTLE 

Alice's eves focused on a thkk 

VOLUME NOT FAR FROM HER SSAT ... 



f&P AND READ, 

KJnt her eyfs oe=w heavy 

A»jD HFR MUSCLES NUMB , AwO 
SOOH SHE WAS FAST ASLEEP... 



P 



UDD6NLV--&iJCE WOKS UP With A START, 
SHE WAS FAILING --PALLING RlGWT TOWARDS 
THE CENTER OF THB EARTH — TOWARDS 
A HUGE ROTATING WURLPOOL CQWNG 
RIGHT SM«CK-DA6 AT HER WITH 
FRIGHTENING 5PBS0! 




THE THING 




MEEOWHRR' 



f^E CHESKlfe CAT VANISHED, LITTLE ALICE WALKED THROUGH THE 
MAGIC FOREST, WHEffE GROWTH AND SHRINKING HER0S WERE ID 
BE FOUND! TAKING ONE OF EACH -TO KEEP IN CASE OF Eftiea&gNCli 

SMB REACHED THE END of the forest... 





f JUST LOOK T 
WHAT W£ HAVE L 
TORXDUJ A M 
JUICY, TENDER ■ 


SN'T THAT GRANP ? J 
H^UOHH-Hi J 

K and what * 


DORMOUSE ^^ 

R3K AN ^1 

APPETIZER i^H 
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DO "iCU HAVE 

FOR THE 
MAIN COURSE? 
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THE THING 




THE THING 



'Mno when little Alice had 

™ FINISHED WITH THE LIVING 

flower s, she l ooked up to see . 

HUMPFf OUMP7Y.' WHAT ARE 
¥011 DOING SITTING ON THAT FENCE 
WHY ARE YOU 

LOOKING AT N\E J I MST WANTED 

■SO STRANGELY?/ TO TALK TO 
YOU , LITTLE 




OHNOO DON'T. 

1*10 OONG TO 

FALL FOR THAT 

. ONE AGAIN .' / 


T I'LL., .PUFF... 
J PUFF. ..CATCH 
yx)UYEr.' YOU'LL. 
BE SO NICE TO 

EAT J I'LL.-. i 


IHT! 


■i^!> 


"7? 







CT0NO6KLAND WAS QOITE A PLACE . BUT LITTLE ALICe KACW'r 
WADE ANY FRIENDS THERE, IN FACT; THE CITIZENS OF WONDER- 
LAND DIONT LIKE HEW - v4r^£i / SO THEY ALL OCT TOGETHER, A*?. 



"So SHE DUCKED INTO A RAT- HOLE AND ATE HE^ 

GROWTH PILL. AND SHE OREW AND GREW—UrmL 
SHE CRUSHED ALL THE CITIZENS OF WONDERLAND.' 





* GuT LITTLE ALICE MADE TWO LITTLE *U57AKM. ONE --SHE LCWT 
HER SHRINKING PTLLS- AND TWO— SHE FOUND THAT sue WASHT 
DREAMING I ANp UTTLE ALICE OOT TO 8E 016 ALICE. ONLY -THERE 
THERE WAS HO PVtCt TO GROW < HEH, HEH. MM 
"We Thirty 
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THE THING 




THE THING 




THE THING 




THE THING 



THIS IS ASHASTLVDREftM,,, . 
* HIDEOUS NiGHTMARSJ. ^ 
LfiTgC" CORPSES PONT 




THE THING 




£V\IL BARTO LEANED ACAlNST THE RAIL AND 
THOUGHT HARD. MERE HE WAS--ALQNE WTO A 
SHIPLOAD OF PASSENGERS BOUNO FOR EUROPE ... 



£a\IL KAl?TO WAS A FAMOU5 ARCHITECT- -AND KNOWN TO 86 BRILLIANT BUT 
ECCENTRIC. BUT HE WAS NEITHER CRUDE NOR ECCENTRIC WHEN THE SHIP 
(APTWN INTRODUCED H» TO HIS FELLOW PASSENGERS AT DINNER... 



I'LL STAV AS fAR AWAY FBQ« THESE HUMAN 
SWEEP AS POSSIBLE. I CANT STAND THSlR 
STUPID* 




I THIS IS GMIL 8ARTO. .EVERYONE.' f SHE'S BEAUTIFUL-- BEAUTIFUL 
I MISS GRACE NORMANO.„ ^ 8EYONO ANYONE I'VE SEEN IN J 
LWR.WAU.ACE TR ASK... ^M MMM WUHI ^-, ^^^^B 
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THE THING 



RHO m OBE COJPSE, EM1L BARTO GOT 
ACGUAiWTEO 



TH«T NI&HT, WHEN THE SOCIETY 
MATRON RETIRE?.. . 



YES... I AM A 
FASHION OE 
SIGNER, MR 
BARTO. WW 

DID SOU 

KNOW ? 




THE THING 



B(JT THE CREATURE WAS NEITHER PATIENT NOR HUMAN, 
THAT FOLLOWING NIGHT; WHILE A CREWMAN WORKED IN 
■> THE CARGO HOLD... 



YOU ARE JUST LARGE 
ENOUGH TD SATISFY MY 
HUNGER, MORTAL 




£ND FOR THE SECOND TIME, THE SKIM CAPTAIN FACED THE 
TERRIFIED PASSENGERS WITH SPECIFIC INSTRUCTIONS... 



YOU WILL shut YOURSELVES in j\ DREAOFUL : simply ^-*> 
YOUR ROOMS 0Y TeN PM, J DREADFUL! I AMD FOR 
EVERY NIGHT UNTIL WE ^S A LUXURY CRUISE --HOT 
APPREHEND THIS KILLER! J I A «*SSACiE OF TERBOK .' 






L> yy J^f^^AV/Pfej 


^fjlVf[ 


rlTnS^^t 1 -■il^SSul-rtlBI 



3UT THOUGH SUSPENSE AND TENDON 
PREVAILED, EMU BARTO SEEMED UNUSUALLY 
CALM.. 



MAKE SURE YOU LOCK. IT FROM THE 
INSQE ! AND CHECK YOUR FORTHOl E , TOO -' 

NO TELLING WHfiCT , » — ■ ^ 

ENTRANCE -THE ,— ^ YOU'RE HARTXY > 
KILLER COULD J TERRIFIEP YOURSELF, 
USE ! ^\ EMIL . I CAN'T HELP 



--OR VERY CONCERNED ABOUT 
YOUR WELFARE , 1 
GRACE. I DONT 
WANT ANYTHING,, 
TO HAPPEN 




SiATER, ALONE IN HIS ROOM.EAML 
eARTO MAD *\UCH THINKING TO DO.. 




j4nD FOR TWO ENTIRE PAYS, THE NIGHTMARISH 
HORROR RAN WILD. OBOTH FOLLOWED OEATH, 
UNTIL ONE DAY... 



HERE HE COMES .' TWS MORTAL SHALL BE At/ J 

LAST FOR THE DURATION ', M>Y QUOTA WILL 1 

iBE WELL FILLED UNTIL WE LAND... ^^^^ 
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THE THING 



But emil rabto made it his 
business to strike at them 
before we was o'scovereo .' 



eooDJ your blood small enable 

^ME TD ENDURE ANOTHER TWO 




€>NE WEEK PASSED- -A WEEK OF 

ENPlRANCE, HARDSHIP AND PERU. . 
BUT EMIL BARTD PRETENDED TO 
LEAP THEM AGAINST ALL DANGER , 



ANOTHER PERSON 
FOUND DEAD ! THAT 
LEAVES MST SIX OF 
US ! WO ONE STRAY 
TOO FAR FROM CAMP. 
WE'LL KEEP A GUARD 
AOSTED AT NIGHT J 



YES. WITH- "^ 
OUT YOU TO 
HELP US. . 
WE'D HAVg 
PERISHED 
LONG AGO, 
MR.aARTOJ 




"£UT BARTO (HAS CUNNING AND SHREWO. 
ONE BV ONE. HIS VICTIMS SUCCUMBED 
TO. HIS VAMPlR'SW SCHEMES! ONE 9- 
ONE THEY V£T WiTH VIOLENT TEPRt 
DEATHS .' 




f INALLY , THREE MEN WERE LEFT- - THREE «EN AND GRACE 
NORMAND. LEAVING THE GIRL TO W«TCH OVER THE CAMP, The 
THREE SET OUT TD FIND SOME TRACE OF LIFE ON THE ISLAND 
BUT THIS WAS ONLY ANOTHER EXCUSE FOR THE VAMPIRE 
TO STRik 



5UT WOW HE HAD ENOUGH BLOOD TO LAST HiM ANOTHER 
WEEK. SURELY-- BY THOTTWE. HELP WOULD COME . THEN HE 
AND GRACE WOULD BE MARRIED. NO L'SE KILLING HER. BUT 
HIS THIRST WAS STRONGER- AND WHEN HE RETURNED TO 
CAMP THAT NIGHT. .. 




fM HORROR ON THEiiHILL 




AS THEV CAME out of the cottage, Jeff 
Clayton threw a wry glance at. his com- 
panion. 

"You're foolish. Robb. to attempt a climb 
like that. Besides, think of'"it, man, you've been 
invited to my brother's- wedding. It's hardly 
polite to ..." ' 

Down in the village, down the long, green 
slope, the tail white spire of the church trem- 
bled to the peal of bells. But Robb Manner 
didn't hear them. He didn't even seem to hear 
Jeff Clayton's voice. Martner's eyes stirred 
restlessly away from the small fishing town, 
ran darkly up the slope and fixed on the steep 
granite cliff behind the town. It towered crazi- 
ly out to sea and above its majestic, craggy 
peak, wild sea-birds wheeled and cawed. He 
had no eyes, no ears for the birds — only the 
grey, weathered cottage that hung on the 
peak's edge like a witch's hat. 

"I'm sorry, Jeff, I can't go," Manner said 
finally. His voice had a dream-like quality to 
it suddenly. "It isn't that I want to slight 
Henry and Amy. It — it's just that I want to 
climb the cliff." A forced note of humor en- 
tered his voice. "After all, I'm here in Bury- 
port to relax, Jeff. That's why I retired, came 
here. I think I'll start by finding out what the 
inside of that cottage looks like. The view 
from the seaward side must be magnificent!" 
* "Have it your way," Jeff Clayton said dis- 
tastefully. "But if you'll take my advice, you'll 
leave Captain Manner strictly alone. As for 
the view, no one . . ." Jeff stopped abruptly 
as though he'd said too much. 

"It is remarkable about the similarity in 
name, isn't it?" Robb Manner said slowly. 
Now the high old house was mirrored in his 
eyes. "I suppose the Captain and I are related 
somewhere back along the line. Elenty of 
Manners used to live here in Buryport. Per- 
haps — perhaps the Captain and I can talk it 
over." 

Clayton looked at his friend helplessly. 
"Robb," he said finally. "No one, so far as I 
know, has ever climbed that cliff— and come 
back. No one except the Captain, anyway." 

"Nonsense," Robb said. "It's just a few thou- 
sand feet^The ascent isn't overly steep. It just 
requires endurance, that's all," 

"AH right, then, I'll tell you," Jeff Clayton 
said grimly. "And if you want to go up there 
after I've" finished, well . . ." He paused and 
then continued: "Only two men in the past 



ten years have even attempted scaling the 

cliff. And both of them made it. Only . , ."* 
Jeff's voice cracked. ". . . both fell into the 
sea just where the ledge road turns the cliff 
edge." He pointed. 

Robb saw it ; a thin ribbon of gouged rock 
winding up the face of the cliff. 

"Bad nerves," he said, but he couldn't hide 
the sudden note of tension in his voice. Then 
he shook himself vigorously. "But I'm going 
anyway. I like the atmosphere of Buryport, 
Jeff. It's wholesome, it's clean, it's redolent 
of the sea. Often back in the city, I wished 
my parents had stayed here. I'd have liked 
to be a sailor, owned a schooner, sailed the 
seas. After all, you have." he pointed to a 
thirty-foot single-master riding at anchor in 
the harbor. "That's Captain Martner's craft, 
isn't it?" 

Jeff shuddered! He nodded and got into the 
car. Robb started walking along the spine of 
the grassy rise that led to the cliff-side trail. 
At first, he was exhilarated by the sheer 
daring of the climb. Then, half-way up he 
began tiring. The task was harder than it had 
seemed. And the gray house drew nearer only 
with infinite slowness. At last he reached the 
spot from which Jeff said two others had 
tallen to their deaths. Idly he wondered why. 
The road — carved from the living rock of 
the cliff itself — was over a yard wide at that 
point. Of course it wasn't entirety levc! — it 
tended to spill off toward the sea roaring 
a thousand feet below. With the wind whip- 
ping around him, Robb took a deep breath and 
rounded the curve. 

He didn't hear the rock splitting beneath 
him until he'd passed. Then the slow grumble 
reached his cars and he looked back, blanching. 
Behind him, a good six feet of the trail had 
disappeared. 

"God, that was close!" he muttered, draw- 
ing back against the sheer rock wall. He didn't 
hear the segment of trail hit the water, but 
he saw the splash, leaning dizzily forward. 
Then he looked up. Before him the trail was 
clear — and he couldn't go back. Not now, any- 
way. The only way clear was to the lop. 

The trail grew steeper. About his head the 
wild seabirds fluttered, shrieking their name- 
less cries. Looking up he saw the sky sud- 



denly overcast. A brisker wind sprang up from 
the tossing, black waters. He just made the 
lip of the cliff in time. Another few minutes 
and the wind would have blown him over. 
Then the cottage squatted before him. He had 
to push against the wind across whipping, tall 
grass to reach it. He fumbled with the ancient 
door latch. The door smashed hack. An instant 
later he stood within, in the semi-darkness of 
the beamed interior, lit only by the roaring 
flames of a fire. His eyes swept the room. 

*'Empty, by god!" he said. Then he gave 
a start as a figure stirred in the old captain's 
chair by the fire, A thin chuckle oozed from 
the shadows. 

"Not empty, Robb, not empty yet. I'm here !" 

"The Captain!" 

"Aye, Robb, old Captain Martner!" The old 
man's voice was like the dry rustle of wind 
over dead leaves. He didn't start up, but waved 
Robb to another chair before the flames "A 
hard climb it was, eh, lad?" 

Robb Martner sat down and stared. His eyes 
roved over the bony, emaciated figure, the 
narrow, pinched gray face, with its sparse gray 
beard, and then down at the thin brown hands. 
The Captain's chair creaked, rocking slowly, 
Robb's eyes came back to the Captain's glit- 
tering eyes. He felt the strength drain from 
his limbs. Abruptly the power of movement 
was gone. All he could do was speak. 

"You know my name?" he croaked. "But 
how . . . ?" 

"I just knew it, Robb. I guess we're related, 
you and 1. And I've been expecting you, Robb, 
ever since you came to Buryport. A good move 
that was, Robb. Fortunate — for me." 

"For you?" 

"I'm dying, Robb." The withered old lips 
scarcely moved. The eyes glittered on, un- 
wavering, fixed, hypnotic. "Eh, Robb, the road 
fell beneath you?" 

A cold chill crawled down Robb Mariner's 
back. 

"How — how did you know that?" He asked. 
"You say you're dying. We've never met. Yet 
you know me by name, even know something 
you couldn't have seen!" 

"I know, Robb, I know, that's all." 

"I've got to be getting back!" 

"You won't be leaving, lad," the Captain 
said dryly. "Not until after I'm dead, at least. 
And even then you might want to stay awhile 
and think — for you'll have a job to do by then," 

"You — you mean to keep me here? Kill me 
like— like . . ." 

"I didn't kill the other two who climbed 



here, Robb, They murdered themselves. Or, 
rather, a yarn of mine did. Once they'd heard 
it, the agony of life it told made them take 
their own. But you're stronger stuff, Robb. 
You can hear that tale and live." There was a 
ghostly chuckle. "You're a Martner, Robbr 
"What tale?" Robb Martner asked with a 
thrill of horror. 

The withered old mouth parted in a hideous 
grin. 

"The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, Robb. 
It. is a tale we Mariners must tell— forever." 
Mariner— Manner! Robb's blood froze. He 
tried to rise, to break the paralysis in which 
the old man's eyes held him, but fell back, 
helpless. The ancient lips writhed and the tale 
began : 

It is an ancient mariner. 
And he stoppeth one of three: 
"By thy long, gray beard and glittering eye, 
Now wherefore stoppst thou me? 
The bridegroom's doors are opened wide, 
And I am next of kin; 
The guests are met, the feast is set; 
Mayst hear the merry din ■ . ." 
He listened, thinking of Hank Clayton's 
wedding. He'd never be a guest now. He was 
doomed to listen to the Ancient Mariner, 
doomed to take his place when the tale was 
done and Captain Martner died, doomed, per- 
haps, to sail the seas until . . . 

The Captain paused, the glitter in his eyes 
fading. 

"Aye, Robb, I know what you're thinking. 
You've guessed your mission, lad !" He cackled 
in his high-pitch voice, "But you always 
wanted to be a seaman, didn't you, Robb?" 
There was a dry, deathly chuckle. "You'll have 
plenty of time now, Robb. You'll have my 
house, my boat, my boat to »ail in and tell your 
tale wherever you go, whenever the agony 
comes on you lad — for it comes, it comet, 
Robb, and it never bates until the story's told! 
Now sleep, sleep, for when you wake, 111 
be dead and you will be the Ancient Mariner!" 
Robb tried desperately to keep his eyes 
from closing, but they dropped, slowly, like 
coffin lids. Through the lulling waves of on- 
coming sleep he heard the Captain's cracked 
voice take up the tale again, fade slowly on 
the last stanza of the famous poem: 

He went like one that hath been stunned 
And is of sense forlorn; 
A sadder and a wiser maii 
He rose the morrow morn. 

THE END 
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THE THING 



AT THAT mSTAHT- THE FOG UFTEP AHP TUB 

-H7BATUE&TH- 
AtAMSHAHP REACTBP TO THe <St6H7 



mOOHuGHT BATHC& TUB XOAP! JOHM 
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THE THING 



7-TWEVK£ HEMPtP 1M THIS 

errecTiON.' couio iMY H»ve 

GOTTEN MY SCENT? 



7HSK-A NVtVE SHOCUINB CHOt&tB BMOKM F*OM 

FOTWAkB UNMISTAKABLY ATTSM. 7tf£ 
■t&UUPmV A4AXSHAND! 
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amd then- a battle of such ghastly horror ensued, 
that ma8shand was sicm and faint with revulsion' 
the night was a bedlam of nerve-twisting snarls 
of bags, screams of agony! gnashing uaws tore 
AT yielding ghostly flesh.' on and on. with no Sign 

OF ABATEMENT- THE RAPACITY CONTINUED.' 
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ALL AT ONCE- AS SUDDENLY AS IT HAP BEGUN- THERE 
WAS A SILENCE LINE NONE JOHN MARSHAND HAD 
EVER HEARD.' IT WAS THE SILENCE OF &EATH — 

OR non-existence! and when he dared step 
Out upon the scene of the massacre?/ 



NOTHING/ NO SIGN OF 
BATTLE AT Alt.' THEY'VE 
COMPLETELY OBLITERATED 
EACH OTHER . 



r^f 



ANO JOHN 

MARSHANO 
UNDERSTOOD FOR> 
THE PIRST TIME 
WHAT THE OLD 
MAN HAD TOLD HIM.' 



only the DEVIL- 
CAN DESTROY 
THE DEVILS 
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ind hides embor- 



'tfed by the docloM, there 
White and Neoro. Some with recent pin 
tioublet of many year*. The retulti we 



SATISFACTORY 

IN CLINICAL TESTS 




1PLETELY CLEARED! ^ ^J 



DECIDEDLY IMPROVED) 



NOW Same Type Medie_ 

- in Clinical Tests Reported h 
adder's Digest is Available To Yo 
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■LfMtSH YOUR PERSONALITY •»—»•«*• *~~« "*» «P* *« 



.d iCOM 1 *rt.<.>.nj DOUIll ACTION 

!.. h.w W .nj .-, H mitt !• <!•■<■ 

vntiffcllr blfl<hh<Btft N I.**** 






r£E«-ACI« end GttOWH-UPS RtGAIN HtW POMAKITT 



Leading ML, J m 5* o <)•«« hetta taking *W » i»» ■■ *""»' •* 

J»^L „.„„.„,.», ».,ul..ii r -Ik th. cp^..r. «. ,...!.. .ho» ro- 

I1ALISTS r^^^\ ,„.. ..„_.„ . „ 



SPEC 

RECOMMEND THIS 
DOUBLE TREATMENT 
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Why Just WISH 



' *ry> **? 




31. Hilt 



It's Easy -Fast -and FUN, Too! 



ACTUAL SAMPLE 



Use Your Spare Time Pleasantly To Make $50.00, $100.00 
or More Showing These Exclusive Big -Value 

Wallace Brown Christmas Cards 

Why not do 01 rhouMnd* of other folk* do? No need lo wiift for extra caih 
to buy Ihe thing* you wont. You can moke money 10 eoiily juit by *howing 
^ famou* bolanced oiiortmenti of beautiful Wallace Brown Chrlil- 
moi Cord* lo your friend*, neighbor*, relotive*, to worker*, fallow 
church and club memherv They'll love thi* convenient way to order 
Chriitmos cordi ot home and they'll be delighted with the beauty, 
value and variety offered them. Among this big nationally famoui 
line of over 50 money- ma ken ore the two ihown here . . . the len- 
jolional, big-value 21 cord "Feature" Chrlitmo* Aiiorlment ond 
Ihe goy and clever Merry Chn'jtma* Coroia A**ortment. They tell 
for only J 1. 00 each ond you moke up to 50c profit on each box' 

„ Line of Over 50 Thriiltog Money -Makerri 

need no experience . . . ond you have fO much to offer to bring you extra 

oih. There ore exciting Chriilmoi Aiiortmenlt like the luxuriott* Golden 

Parchment, the delightful Chfiilmoi Velvet, e*qui«ite Scripture-Tent Re- 

ligtou* Auontnenl, beloved Currier ond Ive* nonet . . . Gift Wrapping* 

and Ribboni tool In addition, a complete line of exquitite Everyday 

card* for lir*day», Gel Well ond other occajioni. Alio Children 1 * 

Book!, Imported Napkin* and many novelly Gift item*! They all spoil 

Extro Money for you! 

SEND NO MONEY to Got Actual Samples 

See for yourself how much money you'll make. Moil Coupon TODAY for 

"Foolure" 21 card Chritlmo* Anortmenl on approval ond FREE lample* 

of low priced name-imprinted Personal Chriilmu* Cord*. We'll alio 

include FREE, our beoulifui, big, full color catalog of the entire 

Wallace ftrown line to itort you making extra money immediotely. 

— Rode money' Fill your treasury with 

ca*h by taking order, for Wallace Brown Cord* ond Gift Item* 

from member* ond friend*. Check coupon for detail* of fund- 

raiiing plan ond acluol inmple oiiortment on approval, 

JJJ FirTH flVHUC, DIPT s.m 
lift JLACfc BK'Jr/R. IHC HEW TORH lO. HEW YOKK 



PERSONAL tboi 




mere money* Nolh- 

■ Ihem anywhere — 

X of ouliland.no 

lue rVoma-lmp/.'nl.d' 

e i t oM MU Cordi . . . 

definitive itylinfl, lew price* 

. . . far ovary puraa and telle . . . 

Traditional, *.li B i»ul, Cute, 

Formal, Currier end Ivet , . . ex- 

tlutive dtxgni. luxury paper*, 

including rich, deep-lened 

Sued» and genuine Farch- 

manl Card., T*.y ../I on ugM 

WIDIllVWOieicrTorOUK 

CUSTOMED AND WE FAY 

FOStAGE Coupon hrino. 

you Actual female* FMI. 



Pone this coupon on a poittard or ma. I In 
envelope for actual .amp le *. SlNP NO MONIY 
WAILACI MOWN, INC., Oopt. 5-12 3 
22S fifth Avenue, New Y»rk 10, H. T. 

Pteai. ru,h "Feature'' 21 -Cord Cti,.i-rr.a> A.Mrtm.n. on app.ovoi, 
Fr.t Semplti af Spatial Value ' Pmonoli and F«r IvU-culur 
.llmrroltd Calatorj ot enKr* Wallace »rown b.e-piof.l l.n« 



ZJ 



Pat! 

Win 

$ 100 



just 

did! 



Come on, Buddy, Quit being A BAS-pf-BONES Weakling like i wast. 



MINUTES OF 
FUN A DAY 



~ 



1 He says, 

I gained 
I 7D lbs. 

of 



YOU Con do ALL I did! 



I gained 25 Terrific LBS. of HANDSOME! 
_ POWER-PACKED MUSCLES all over' 

, I improved my HE-MAN looks 1000% 



I won NEW STRENGTH „ 



lor money-making work! 



.._„, ' "■" 'orwiNNiNU at all SPORTS' 

won NEW POPULARITY ™!M« :| ! ,B - B0TS » C, » S ' 

Bl^^/^^^^^^^m^ E CHANCES for BUSINESS SUCCESS 

is a. 




MGHJvmK 

I 8l iito«ii' )owirr 

, MIGHT? Ml?-. 



:smss 




Ike You! 

Develop YOUR S20 MUSCLES 
Gain Pounds. INCHES FAST! 

YES 1 r °"'" " e 'NCHESor MlGHl ., 

* MUSCLE added to your ARMS, and 
CHEST. Your BACK and SHOULDERS 
broadened From head to heels you'll 
gain SIZE. POWER. SPEED. You'll be A 
WINNER in EVERYTHING you tackle. 



LAST CHANCE-ALL FREE COUPON. 



MUSCLE METER [oT^r^T 
»' STRONG MEN 



Tell «• Ho. .. 
WIHS100. .1,. 



tiP^E ?!" a,so ,,I0W You H0W ™" 






■ ■>> ouun mill also inow YOU HOW YOU I - <0 I HUi ___ | 

Illlflillr^l^flEiliaL^HaLWj^Lg" !3A*S_ond J.OU MSHfj 



L 



HEUO, £o3- HAVE YOU FOUND 

1HATUHDERSEAS TREASURE! 




BOYS! GIRLS! 

LADIES! 

MEN! 



m em you <Sfl8ffl$*PREMfUM$f 




! * OW? 59»Y&lfi - W£ 4/?£ RE L I ABLE! MAIL 



